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out here right to the water edge, and forms a marvellous
sea-front of embattled cliffs from two thousand to three
thousand feet in height. The narrow passages which
here and there run far into the mountains, and repre-
sent old valleys scooped out by ice action, are dominated
all along by frowning peaks, whose pointed summits
betray the fact that they overtopped the ice stream in
the glacial age. The sharp precipices and weather-worn
sides are picked out by coloured lichens, and tiny cold-
proof Arctic plants, and these, with the deep blue water
and unknown vistas that keep constantly opening up
as one steams along the almost fathomless fjords, afford
a fascination beyond measure.

Once before in the Sir Donald we had tried to navi-
gate the narrow run that cuts off the island on which
Cape Chidley stands from the mainland of Labrador,
but had missed the way among the many openings, and
only noted from a hilltop the course we should have
taken, by the boiling current which we saw below, whose
vicious whirlpools like miniature maelstroms poured like
a dashing torrent from Ungava Bay into the Atlantic.

It was, however, with our hearts somewhere near our
mouths that we made an attempt to get through this
year, for we knew nothing of the depth, except that the
Eskimos had told us that large icebergs drove through
at times. We could steam nine knots, and we essayed
to cover the tide, which we found against us, as we
neared the narrowest part, which is scarcely one hun-
dred yards wide. The current carried us bodily astern,
however, and glad enough we were to drive stern fore-
most into a cove on one side and find thirteen fathoms
of water to hold on in till the tide should turn. When
at last it did turn, and got under way, it fairly took us
in its teeth, and we shot through, an impotent playthingcial little hoard kept for visitors. Laterplaced on one of them, and thed ofws would not go out fishing, but wearer
